Least of What Makes A Sister 
by MadMadderMaddest 


Category: Harry Potter 
Genre: Drama, Family 
Language: English 
Characters: Narcissa M., OC 
Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-22 11:26:01 
Updated: 2016-04-22 11:26:01 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 12:30:34 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 1 
Words: 931 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Narcissa Black. Proud. Haughty. And quite normal (for a 
Black) . 


Least of What Makes A Sister 

* *Disclaimer : This is made by fan for fans. I own nothing you 
recognise. I make no profits out of this.** 

**Author's Note: Hey! This is my new story. Least of What Makes a 
Sister, and it is about Narcissa Black. In the process of making the 
story, however, I _may_ have created two new Black cousins. Other 
than that this is canon-compliant . Cass, in my original plan, was an 
outsider named Andrea, but that did not work out well with the plot. 
About Asteria Black (who is an original character you'll get to know 
about in this chapter) : Her family are not part of the Sacred 
Twenty-Eight, but are a pure-blood family that migrated to Britain 
after the book abut the Sacred Twenty-Eight was published. This is 
not crucial to the plot but I thought you might want know 
this . ** 

**And please could you review? I really want to know what my writing 
is like. Thanks. :)** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The blond witch sat comfortably near the window, waving at her 
parents. She was quite early, so people did not start rushing in yet. 
But when they would at about ten to eleven, there would be so much 
rush that a random person could sit next to her. It could be one of 
her Slytherin house-mates, a Know-It-All, a shy person, or a€"Heaven 
forbid a€" a Mudblood.<p> 


Narcissa peered out of the window, watching her cousin Cass be hugged 
by her mother so hard and be given rules by her aunt Walburga and of 
course, Narcissa' s mother Druella. Narcissa always felt jealous that 



Cass had at least one normal parent- at least as normal as a Black 
could be. She always thought that having at least one sensible parent 
meant that you could be at least slightly sensible. And she wouldn't 
call Aunt Walburga __or _her mother sensible enough. 

An example of this was Sirius. Though only eight, he was a bigger 
pain than the rest of the Black family put together. Another example: 
her own sister, Bellatrix. She had only graduated two months 
previously, but the moment she got out of the school (which Narcissa 
remembered being called as a "mad house" by her sister that moment) 
she had sworn allegiance to the Dark Lord. 

The only (comparatively) sensible person in the entire family was 
Aunt Asteria, Cass's mother. However, she didn't have much power in 
the Black household a€" much of that power went to Aunt 
Walburga . 

Narcissa had already brought both their owls and bags to the 
compartment, and their trunks were already here (all thanks to her 
mother) so Cass was rather free-handed. 

When Cass finally came to Narcissa she was full of complaints: 
complaints about her sister who didn't come to see her off; 
complaints about her mother who just "hugged her too much"; 
complaints about Aunt Walburga who controlled her too much a€" 

Until Narcissa explained to her the thousandth time that Aunt 
Walburga basically controlled every one. 

"Look, Cass, I understand, " Narcissa said addressing the other issue, 
but she when saw her cousin muttering random things under her breath, 
not paying any attention, she shouted in a voice that was uncannily 
like that of Aunt Walburga 's, "Cassiopeia Black!" 

Cass snapped back into attention, back straight, and not even a 
finger twitching. 

Narcissa continued. "Listen, the only reason Talitha didn't come is 
because she was jealous." 

"But, _why,_ Cissa?" 

Narcissa smiled at the nickname; everybody else called her Cissy, but 
Cass outright refused to. Narcissa remembered her reasoning: "But 
your name doesn't have a "Y" in it!" 

"Why?" Narcissa snorted. "Because she wants to go to Hogwarts too! 

She finds it unfair that you get to go before her and she has to wait 
two years for it ! " 

Cass stared at the platform as she contemplated this. Then she said 
unexpectedly, "Speaking of Hogwarts, what is it going to be 
like?" 

"You have to wait; but I'll tell you this a€" you'll probably get 
lost on the first day. The castle's is just too huge. Even I got 
lost ! " 


Narcissa saw Cass's eyes widen before both of them turned to stare at 
the platform. 



More and more families crowded up on the Platform Nine and Three 
Quarters, and the large clock on one of the pillars informed her that 
it was another five minutes until the train started moving. 

She found it rather weird that no-one asked to sit next to her 
yet . 

Unexpectedly, a bushy-haired, brown-eyed senior appeared in front of 
her, one that Narcissa recognised as her sister. 

'"Dromeda? What are you doing here? Shouldn't you be in the Prefects' 
compartment?" She winced. She didn't mean to come across as 
rude . 

Andromeda, perhaps noticing this, replied kindly, "What? Just because 
I'm Head Girl, I am not allowed to check up on family?" 

At this Cass ended her deep philosophical stare onto the platform and 
looked at her older cousin. "Hello, 'Dromeda." 

"You okay?" Andromeda asked. 

"Yes, but mostly nervous." 

"That will wear off in some time, don't worry. And," she said, 
looking at both of them, "if you need anything, come straight to me, 
understood? " 

Narcissa and Cass nodded and she left. 

They breathed a sigh of relief. 

"That was rather a€ | awkward," said Cass, and Narcissa couldn't agree 
more . 

The train moved slowly and gathered speed. Most children would wave 
at their parents, but they just started laughing and cracking jokes, 
and in general, being normal eleven- and twelve-year olds. 


End 
f ile . 



